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The Tragediv of Hamkt. 


Or padUng in your neckc with his daixuvd Fingers, 
Make you to rauell all this matter our, 
That I cflfentially am not in madnerfe. 
But matte in craft. Twcre good you let him know, 
For who that's but a Qjecnc, fajrc, fober, wife, 
Would from a P.tddocke, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such deere concerningshide, Who would do lb, 
No in delpightof Senfc and Secrecie, 
Vnpegge the- Basket on the homes top : 
Let the Birds flye, and like the famous Ape 
To trv Conclulion* in r he Basket, crecpe 
And bfeakc your owne necke downe. 

J$u* 3e ihou afiur*d, if words be made of breath, 
A'id b; eath of life : 1 haue no life co breach 
What thou haft faide zo mt* 

Ham* I muft co England you know that ? 

Qj4. Alackel bod forgot r'Tisfo concluded oo. 

Ham I his man fhall let mc packing ; 
lie lugge the Gut& into the Neighbor rootne, 
Mother goodnight. IndcedeihisCounfeUor 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and mofl grauc, 
Who was in life, a foolifh prating Knaue. 
Come fir, to draw toward an end with.yoit. 
Good night Mother. 

Exit Hamlet tugging in Pel-wins. 
Enter King* 

King. There's matters in thefc fighes- 
Thele profound heaues 

Yon mult cranfUtc j Tisfit we ynderftand them. 
Wheieis your Sonne? 

<^ Ah my good Lord, what h&ue Lfcene to eight f 
King * What Gertrude? H o w d o ' s Hamlet ? 
jj}*^ Mad as the Scas A aud windc,whcn both contend 
Which is che Mightier, in his la wlcffe fit 
Behmde the Arra^hearing fomething ftirre, 
He whips his Rapier out,and.cnes a Hat, aRatj 
And in his brainifh 3pprehenfion kdlcs 
The vnfeene good old man. 

/ King. On heauy deed ; 
It had bin fo with had we becne there : 
His Liberty is full of threats to all, 
To you your fclfc to v>, to cucry one, 
Ala$,how fhali thUbloody deedc bcanfwered? 
It willbe.Saidetovs, whofe prouidence - 
Should haue kept fliort^ reSrain'djand out of haunt* 
This madyong man. But fo much was our loue, 
We/would not vndcrftand what was moft fir, > 
But like the Owner of a foule difeafe, 
To kecpeitfrom divulging, le: T s iefeede 
Euen on the pith of life, , Where is he gone ? 

Qh. To dra w spare the body he hath kild f 
O re whom his very m^lnelf: like fomeOare 
Among a Mineral! of Metcelsbafe 
Shewes it ieife pure. Be weepes for what is done- 

King* Oh Gcnrt*dr y cornea way * 
The Sun no fooner fhalkhe Mountaines touch, 
But we will fliip U?ni hence, end this vilde uced, 
We muR with all our Maiefty and Skill 
Both cotintetiance,and cxcuic. Enter Rofcjr Guild* 
rioGnildexflern : 

Friends both go i^yne you with fome further ayde: 
Hamlet in roadnefle hath Polonim (lame, 
And from ins Mother Cloffecs haih hedrag'dhim. 
Go fee.ke him cut, fpeake faire,and bring the body 
into the Cluppelh 1 pnty you baft ia this. Exit genu 
Conic Germsie, wee! call vp our wifeft friends^ 


To let them know both what we meanTtodo^ 
And what's vnumeJy done, Oh come away ' 
My foulc is full of difcord and difrnay, ' ' 
Ewer Hamlet. 

Hum. Safely flowed. 

Gentlemen witkm, Hamlet .Lord Hamlet, 

Ham^ What r>oife? Who cals on Hamlet} 
Oh hecrc they come. Enter RofmiCuli 

MWhti haue you done my Lord « ith tht ? 

Ham. Conf ounded it wkhdutt,wheretoM 

R*jin, Tell v* where 'tis, that wemaytak* IS? 8 * 
And beare it to the ChappclL 7 K 

Ham. Do not beleeue it. 

Rofin* Beleeue what ? 

to That l cankecpe your counfell, 3n£ ) n 
me, Befidw.wbcdcmandedofaSpundee m 
icatinn fliould be made by the Sonne of a Kino rC 
Take you me for a Spundge, my Lord ? 
1 lirjhat lokes vp the Kings Countcnan fc« 
Rewards, his Authoritieis (but fuch Officers do [h^K 
bertferuiceinthcend* Hekeepesrhcm like an A ^ 
corner of his-iaw, firfl mouth'd tobelaft fJ ii ' >tfm 
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when he needes what you haue glean^). it n f 

zmg you^ndSpundgeyoufhajlbedry againe, ^ 
J!f/?^. J vndctftandyou not my Lord, 

H*m. 1 am glad of it : a knauifc fpecchflcepcs 
foolifh care. " 

R*p. My Lord, you mvStell vs where thetodvi* 
and<!o wjxhvs to the King. J i 

Ham. The bcKiyU with the King,but the Kinffhnw 
with rhe body. TheKin^ ? is a rhmg 

Cjmld* A thing my Lord ? 
c Ham > of nfh'wz i bring me to him, hide Fox^nd ill 

aiCCjr * ixm 
Enter King* 

King I haue fervt to i'ecke Inn), and to find thebodie: 
How din geroii* U it rhat this man goes locfe; 
Yet mufr not we put the ftrong Law on him; 
Hee 3 > lotted of che diftra&ed multitude, 
Who like not ui th^iriudoement, butcheir eyei: 
And where a n< fo, th 3 Orlcnders fcourge is weigh 4 d 
B.t nearer the offence ; to beare all fmoo:b ( aiid euen, 
This iodait;e fending him away, muit fecrn'e 
Dehbr-r.ire p ante, dtfeafes doiper are giovvne^ 
Bvdcfrer^r^ appliance are relecued, 
Or not at IL En'erfyfmr/me. 
Howiiowr What hath befalne? 

Rofm t Where the dead body is bcfiowMmy Lord, 
We cannor get from him. 

King* But where is he ? 

Rofin. Without my Lor^guarded to know your 
pleafure. 

Ktng, Bring him before vs* 

Rvjln* HoZtGHildwfterne? Bring in my Lord. . 

Enter Htmlet and GniUenfterne* 

King, Now HamUtjWhetc'spQUnm} 

Hnm. At Supper. 

Ki*g* At Supper? Where? 

HamNoi where heeats r but where he i* esten, 
taine conuocarion of wormes are e'ne at hirn.Your worm 
is your onely Emperor for diet. We fat all creatures die 
to fat vs .and wefu our felfe for Magors, Your fat King* 
and youv leane Btgger is but variable feriiice to dute 
but ro one Table that's the end. 

King. What dolt thou meane by this ? 
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fidffi. Nothing but to fhe w you how a King may go 
p r0 greffe through the guts of a Beggcr* 
giftg. Where is Felonim. 

l* 1 heaucn, fend thither to fee. If your MetTen- 
ffer findehjmnot thcrej fceke him i*th other place your 
f e lft : bur Indeed, if you find ehiro not thismoneth, you 
nofc him as you go vp the fta ires into the Lobby, 
jfttff* Go feekc him there, 
jfiuf. He will fhy till yc come, 
^ f ffamfajhis deed of thinc/or thine efpecial fafety 
&ch we do tender, as we deerely greeue 
Foe that *Jhich thou haft done, mult fend thee hence 
^ith Bene Qukkneffk Therefore prepare thy ielfe ? 
fbe Barkc is rcadie, *nd the w s nde at helpe, 
fifAfTociates tend^ and cucry thing at ben? 
for Engl and. 

For England? 
King. I Hamlet* 
}Id7$i. Good. 

Tgfrig* So is it, if thou Vnew*ft our pnrpofes- 

Ham* I fecaCherube that fee's hhn: but com^ for 
England* Farewell deere Mother* 

King. Thy louing rather Hamlet, 

H&mht* My Mother : Father and Mother is man and 
wife ; man & wife is one ficfh, and fo my raochcr,Come, 
for England. Exit 

King- Follow him at foote^ 
Ternpthtni with fpeed aboord : 
Dday it not, He haue him hence tonight* 
Avfay/or euery thing is Seal'd and done 
That clfe leanes on th'Affaire^pray you make haft. 
And England^ if my loue thou hold ft at ought* 
As my great power thereof may giue thee fenfe, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Daoifh Sword, and thy free awe 
Payes homage to vs ; thou mailt not coldly fet 
Our SoueraigneProccfie\> which imports at full 
By Letters coniuriog to that effeft 
The prefent death of Hamlu* Do it England* 
Forlike the Hcdlicke in my blood herageSj 
And thou muft cure me : Tiil I know *tis done, 
How ere my happes, my ioyes were ne're begun- Exit 

Enter FertinhrM with an Armie* 
For* Go Captaintj, from mc greet the Dani£h King, 
Tell him that by his licenfe, fortfrbras 
Claimes the conveyance of a promis'd March 
Oaer his Kingdome, You know the Rend cuous *, 
IfthathisMaiefty would ought with yj, 
We (hall exprefle our dutic in hU eye, 
And let him know fo* 
Cap. I will doo'r,my Lord- 
Fpr. Gofafelycn. Exit, 
Enter Qteeene and H&ratfo, 
I will not fpeake with her, 
Har. She is impot tunate, indeed diftraft^ her raoode 
will needs be pittied, 

What would fhe haue? 
H&r. She fpeakei much of her Father; faies Bie heares 
There's trickes iWworld^nd hcms.and beats her heart, 
Spumes entuoufly at Strawes, fpeakes things in doubt, 
That carry but balfe fenfe : Her fpeech is nothings 
Yet the vnfliaped vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to Colleitton ; they ayme at ic. 
And botch the words vp fit to their owne thought*, 5 
Which as her winkes^nd nods.and geflures y eeld them, 


Indeed would make one thinke there Would be though^ 
Though nothing fare, yet much vnhappily. 

Qh^ "Twere good flic were fpoken with, 
For £hc may ftrew dangerous conieftures 
Inill breeding minds. Let her eometo* 
To my ficke foule(as finnes true Nature is) 
Each toy feemes Prologue, to fomc great amifle^ 
So full of Arcleffe iealoufie is guilt, 
It fpiirsit felfe, in fearing to be fpilt^ 
Enter Ofhelmdifiracied* 

Ophe, Where is the beauteous Maiefty of Denmark. 
How now Ophelia? 

Cpbe , How fwnid I jmr true hue k^&^fr&m mother miel 
By his Cackle hat andfia^e^ndhk Sandal (borne. 

£hi* AiasfwcetLadyrwliai imports this Sonjj ? 

Ofhe, Say you? Nay pray you markc. 
He is dead and gone h&dyjbe is dea4 and gone ^ 
At hk had agraffe-greene Turfe y at ht* hteles n ftont* 
Enter King* 

Qf*^ N&ybui Ophelia* 

Ophe. Pray you marke. 

White his $hre&*d as the tJ^Umume Smv* J 

Qu* Alasjooke heere my Lord- 

Ophe* hardedwtth fiveet jleweri : 

Whim bewept to t he grave did net go^ 
With trtee-lme fljowres* 

King, Howdoye,pretty Lady ? 

Ophe* Well } God dil'd you. They fay the Owle Was 
0 Bakers daughecr. Lord, wee know what v;c are > but 
know not what we ma.y be, God be at yom Tabic. 

King, Conceit vpon her Father. 

Ophe. Pray yon let's haue no words of [his; but ^hen 
they aske you what it meanes^fay you this ; 
To morrow k S Valentines day , all in the morning f/ctimt, 
And la LMaidat yonr Window , to he your V&loitine* 
Then vp hervfe^ d&ndhis clothes^ dupi the ch#m$er dsre b 
Let in the M a$d^ that out s %Mmd % mmr departed more, 

Ksvgm Vretty Ophelia, 

Op£*Jndeed la f without an oath lie make an end ont. 

EygUtwdiy S.^htritj, 

Alacke^andftefor frame ; 

Tongmsn ml doo%ifrhey cem§ t09t t 

By Cocke they are too blame. 

£lmthjhs before yon tumbled me, 

Ttttt premt/d me to Wed i 

So would l ha done by yonder Smne^ 

And thou hadjt wt come to my b$d. 
Kmg, How long hath £be bin this? 
Ophr. I hope ill will be well. We muftbee patient, 
but [ csnnot choofc 'but weepe, to thinke they Ihould 
lay him fth'coid ground i My btochcr fhall knowe of it 3 
and fo I thankc you for your good counfelh Come, my 
Coach: Goodnight Ladies i Goodnight fweee Ladies t 
Goodnight, goodnight* Sxitt 

King, Follow her clofe, 
Giue her good watch I pray you i 
Oh this is the poyfon of dcepe greefe, \% fprings 
All from her Fathers death * Oh gertrud*>GertrHd? f 
When forrowes comes, they come not (ingle (pies^ 
But in Battalites, Firft,her Father flairie?, 
Next your Sonne gone, and he tiloft violent Author 
Of his owne iuft rcmoue : the people muddied, 
Thicke and Ynwholfomein their choughts^nd whiipers 
For good Polgniw death ; and We haue donebat greenly 
In huggerrniiggcrtointerrchim, Poore Ophelia 
Diuided from her felfe,, and her fake ludgement^ 
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